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smashed, and the back sinews of the other torn.    Instantly I rushed towards the marshal, who said, ' I am wounded; it's nothing much; give me your hand to help me up.7    He tried to rise, but could not.    The infantry regiments in front of us sent some men at once to carry the marshal to an ambulance, but, having neither stretcher nor cloak, we had to take him in our arms, an attitude which caused him horrible pain.  Then a sergeant, seeing in the distance the soldiers who were carrying General Pouzet's body, ran and asked them for the cloak in which he was wrapped.    We were about to lay the marshal on it, so as to carry him with less pain ; but he recognised the cloak, and said to me, c This is my poor friend's; it is covered with his blood; I will not use it.   Drag me along rather how you can.'    Not far off I saw a clump of trees; I sent M. le Couteuhc and some grenadiers there, and they presently returned with a stretcher covered with boughs.    We carried the marshal to the Ute de pont, where the chief surgeons proceeded to dress his wound, first holding a private consultation, in which they could not agree as to what should be done.    Dr. Larrey was in favour of amputating the leg of which  the  knee-pan was broken;   another, whose name I forget,   wanted  to  cut  off both ;   while   Dr.   Yvan,  from whom I heard these details, was  against  any amputation. This  surgeon, who had long  known the marshal, asserted that his firmness of character gave some chance of a cure, while  an  operation, performed in such hot weather would inevitably bring him to the grave.    Larrey was the senior surgeon of the army, and his opinion prevailed.     One of the  marshal's legs  was  amputated.     He  bore the operation  with  great  courage;   it  was hardly over when  the .Emperor came up.    The interview was most touching.    The-Emperor, kneeling beside the stretcher, wept as he embraced the marshal, whose blood soon stained his white kerseymere-waistcoabt.
Some evil-disposed persons have written that Marshal Lannes addressed the Emperor reproachfully, and implored him to make war no longer; but as I was at that moment supporting the marshal's shoulders and heard every thing that                                                F Fimanding him severely. Marshal Bessi&res looked confused, and must have felt still more so when the Emperor sat down to dinner without inviting him, while he made Marshal Lannes take a seat at his right hand. My and I were as sad this evening as we had beenve Bessidres, and the antipathy
